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	1. Chapter 1

_It was the perfect last day. We took a long walk on the beach and spent what precious moments were left together. I would miss him unbearably. I had to leave early the next morning to return to Forks, Washington. A washed up town where nothing ever happened.  
>I had spent the past four weeks in sunny Pheonix on vacation with my dad and a impish boy who I was afraid I was falling for. This wasn't part of the vacation. This wasn't supposed to happen. Because I knew, I knew that I would have to go home and leave whatever bliss I had found.<br>_"_Bella, what's wrong?" He traced his thumb over my knuckles and smiled his crooked smile. I smiled sadly in return, "I don't want to go back home." I sighed, defeated.  
><em>"_I know. But we'll see each other again." He kissed my forehead, taking a moment to breathe in the scent of my hair one last time, "Fuck, I'm going to miss you so much." He groaned.  
>I lifted my head, "I wish I didn't have to go." I leaned my forehead against his. This was it. The end. The end of a great vacation and the end of blissful, utterly perfect summer romance.<br>He kissed me gently, making me melt against him. If this was the last time I kissed him, I was going to make this count. I gripped the collar of his shirt and pulled him closer, filling the empty space between us._

Forks, Washington. Population; not even worth mentioning.  
>This was a washed up place, nothing ever happened here and no one ever left. No one ever visited. Just goes to show how horrendous this town was.<br>This place was situated under a permanent rain cloud with very little sunshine. Much like my fucking life.  
>My dad was a police officer here, constantly working, so I never really got to see him and when I did, he was passed out on the couch after drinking to much beer and smoking too many cigarettes. Good old Charlie Swan.<br>Every weekend was the same, I'd come home from wandering the streets and have to clean up his mess. It was my life and I had grew to live with it, even if I hated it.  
>It was 7.30am and I yet to move from my bedroom. I didn't have to look out of the window to check the weather. The dull light coming through it was enough to confirm my suspicion. It was raining. Again.<br>I stared at the faded pink colour on my wall and thought back to summer and sunshine. To the boy that made my heart swell and break all at the same time. I wished I was back there, feeling the sun burn my pale skin, his hand in mine as we walked along the beach enjoying silent company. My throat closed up, I fucking _missed _it. I missed it all. The four weeks of pure, unadulterated bliss and lust.

"Fuck my life." I groaned, lying back on my bed.  
>I lifted my cell and sighed. I wasn't supposed to text him, or call him. We had agreed not to do that, it would only make things harder.<br>And besides, it was a fling. Nothing more, nothing less. But I couldn't shake the feeling of being heartbroken at the thought of never seeing him again, breathing his scent ever again, kissing his lips ever again.  
><em>Okay, Bella, this isn't helping.<em>  
>I growled at myself. This was how it was supposed to be. Get the fuck over it already.<br>You see, I have this problem of trusting too quickly, and falling head over heels in love too quickly. And it was a problem. A huge fucking problem. That's just the type of person I am, and I guess I'll always be that way.  
>But today, I was jaded. And I knew I had to put that to the back of mind and put on a brave face for school.<p>

I sat in Biology, doodling on my notepad, not caring, not paying attention.  
>Jessica, my best friend, sat next to him, typing furiously on her phone. She sighed, irritated with whatever appeared on her phone. "What's wrong?" I whispered.<br>She growled, throwing her phone into her bag, "Mike."  
>I rolled my eyes, that explained it. Her and Mike have been having 'problems' lately. And by problems, I mean, they were fighting over nothing. Mike's dad got a new job, which meant he had to go to Seattle a few days out the month and Mike had to go with him. Jess was not happy and has been on his case ever since she found out last week. I was starting to grow tired of it. They had the perfect relationship. They've been dating since they were twelve.<br>"He just won't see my point of view." She muttered, folding her arms across her chest.  
>Her green eyes clouded over in anger, which was rather amusing since she never got angry that often. She tucked a strand of her blonde hair behind her ear and glared at the table.<br>I couldn't really remember how me and Jess became friends. I just remember her always being there, where ever I was. She was a sheep. We were an odd pairing, but a pairing all the same.  
>I smiled sympathetically at her and before I knew, I said the words that invited her to give me a headache for the rest of the day, "We'll talk about it at lunch, okay?" I nudged her arm and turned back to my doodling.<br>I jumped when the bell rang, signalling the end of Biology. Thank fuck.  
>The halls were crowded with students rushing to their locker to get ready for their next class. Jess had English next so I wasn't in her class, since I had Theatre Studies.<br>_Well done, Bella. Choosing a class that you will never use. What are you planning on doing when you graduate?_  
>I sighed inwardly and sulked my way to class. I couldn't really argue with myself though. I had literally no idea what the fuck I wanted to do after high school. I just knew I had to get out of this washed up piece of dump town.<br>Again, the class dragged in and I sat doing sweet fuck all, doodling on my notepad.  
>"I trust you have studied your lines, everyone." The teacher's voice broke through my musings.<br>I couldn't give a crap about this class, I was a terrible actress. I mumbled through my lines, wasn't overly enthusiastic and tripped over air. I was a danger to myself at times.

The rest of the day flew in, maybe because I wasn't paying attention, or maybe because I wished for the sweet relief of death when Jess started rambling about Mike again. Maybe it was both.  
><em>Some friend you are, Bella.<br>_I knew I could be a crappy friend at times, but there was only so many times I could hear "Mike and I are so done." in the one day. It never happened though, they always made up.  
>Bipolar relationship much?<br>My red truck roared to life, scaring a few freshmans. Yes, my truck was old and rusty and completely hideous, it hadn't escaped my notice either. I hated it.  
>My dad thought it was a great gift for my seventeenth birthday. I almost threw up in my mouth when I saw it. It belonged in the 50's, but it got me from A to B. I just had to swallow what little pride I had and get over it.<br>I pulled up outside my house and frowned when I spotted the police cruiser. Dad was home. _Weird._ He was never home at this time.  
>I pushed open the front door, dumped my bag at the foot of the stairs and walked through to the kitchen. I found my dad there, going through paperwork that he clearly didn't understand.<br>His forehead creased, making his wrinkles more prominent. He sighed, exasperated as he pushed the papers away. He glanced up, eyes widening when he noticed me, "Hey Bells." He gave me a sad smile and scratched his cheek awkwardly.  
>I raised a brow, "You okay?" I leaned against the frame of the door, crossing my arms over my chest.<br>Something changed in his eyes, and I should have prepared myself for what came next.


	2. Sound of Madness

I must have been holding my breath because I started feeling faint. I braced myself on the kitchen unit, staring at my father.  
>This can't be happening. Was he fucking serious? I felt like I had just received a swift kick to the gut. My throat closed up, my lungs screaming at me to take a breath.<br>_Breathe, Bella. _  
>I scanned the kitchen, looking for the culprit. As if finding it would somehow cure this unbearable news.<br>My dad followed my line of sight, realising immediately what I was after. I grabbed them from the counter and threw them in the trash, "This is where they belong." I croaked, staring at the trash can as if it was a black hole to hell itself.  
>"Doing that isn't going to fix this, Bells." He sighed, softly.<br>I stared back at my father, suddenly feeling overwhelming anger, pain and denial all rolled into one big ball of shit.  
>"Well what the fuck do you want me to do?" I growled, "You have...you have.." I couldn't even form the word.<br>"Cancer?" He said it like it was nothing. Like he expected it to just disappear, cure itself.  
>"Yeah." I whispered, "How...how bad is it? It can be cured, right? They can cure it?" I took a deep shaky breath and clenched my fists, "Tell me it's fucking curable."<br>My dad sighed, defeated, "They said...they said that they will do their very best."  
>I glared at him, was he serious? "What the fuck does that mean?"<br>"Bella, please. Language." He ran his hand through his hair, "I have to go for radiation and maybe some chemo, but they aren't very optimistic."  
>His words made my whole world crumble into a thousand tiny pieces of glass. I quickly brushed a tear from cheek.<br>"Because it's spread to my pancreas, they are limited to what they can do for me."  
>I walked over to him, and hugged him. He stroked my hair, which only comforted me a little. "We'll get through this, Bella." He whispered, kissing my forehead.<br>I prayed to God he was right.

It was safe to say I got no sleep whatsoever last night. Not a bit. I kept going over my father's words.  
>"<em>I have some bad news, Bells. Maybe you should sit down?" He gestured toward the chair across from him.<br>_"_I'm good thanks." I whispered, watching his face intently.  
><em>"_I was at the hospital today, getting my results from the tests they did last week...and..." He took a deep breath, staring at the table for what felt like a century, "They found something."  
>I furrowed my brow, "What did they find?" I whispered. His eyes closed for a moment and when he opened them again I could see the pain, frustration and fear etched in them.<br>I took a deep breath, waiting for his next words.  
><em>"_They found mets in my liver...I have cancer. It's spread to my pancreas."  
>Cancer.<br>_Fucking cancer. I checked the little alarm clock on the table beside my bed. _05:45. _I sighed, good job it was a Saturday. I didn't have to go to school and face people, faking smiles and pleasantries.  
>I never thought in a million years this would happen to me again. Not after my mom. My mom died when I was fourteen. Car accident.<br>Some smartass motherfucker thought it would be a grand idea to get behind the wheel shitfaced, effectively ending my mom's life. My dad was inconsolable for months afterwards, and I couldn't face it.  
>I became detached from everything. I took up smoking, just like my dad. I knew it was a filthy habit, but it was all I had to get me through the worst year of my life.<br>That's why we moved to Forks. My dad couldn't face living in Seattle anymore. Everything reminded him of my mom. I agreed to move here, because I knew it was in his best interest.  
>He needed to move on and escape the confines of grief.<br>But now it was me that was trapped.  
>Claustrophobic.<br>I wasn't sure I had the strength in me to lose another person I cared about. I couldn't go through this again. I never got the chance to say goodbye to my mom, but I do with my dad.  
>So I'm just going to have to spend all the time in the world with him.<br>_Just to face the inevitable._

I stomped my way down the stairs, finding the kitchen empty. The cruiser wasn't outside. _He must be at work_. I didn't know how he could face work. Couldn't he take some time off, just to absorb everything? Knowing my dad, he probably didn't tell anyone. He just wanted to take his mind off it with work.  
>What was I to do today? Sit and depress myself over last nights events? Fuck that.<br>If he was going to put on a brave face then so was I. I could do that, right? _Wrong.  
><em>That was proven when Jess called to go shopping.

We had just walked into what felt like the hundredth clothing store. I honestly thought this would take my mind off things, get me back to some sort of normalcy.  
>"So I told him that he couldn't just brush my feelings under the carpet as if they meant nothing, right? And he just walked out. Like, out of the house. He never even called or sent me a text. What an asshole, right?" Jessica rambled on and on, but I wasn't really listening.<br>I just nodded when appropriate and shook my head when I felt I had to.  
>"I mean, who does that? I'm his <em>girlfriend<em>. He's supposed to consider my feelings and he just isn't. I even told him that-"  
>"Jesus fucking Christ, get over it already! It's not as if he's leaving to go to another country." I snapped. I had reached my boiling point with this shit.<br>Jessica gaped at me, shocked at my sudden outburst. I had never snapped at her. Never.  
>"Well, excuse me. I thought I could talk to my friend about this. Clearly, I was wrong." She retorted bitterly.<br>I rolled my eyes, "I'm sorry, Jess. I just have...I have a lot going on right now, okay?"  
>Wait...why the fuck was I apologising to her? She was the one who had bombarded me with this for the past week. I sighed and ran my hand through my hair.<br>Jessica gave me a soft smile, "It's okay. I have been going on about for ages, haven't I?"  
>I nodded weakly, "Yeah. Ages."<br>She smiled again and started combing through the shelves of jeans, "So, what's going on with you?" She asked, as she pulled out a pair of blue denims.  
>"My dad has cancer." I blurted before I had time to realise.<br>"What?!" Her eyes widened, concern wifilled her eyes.  
>"Yeah...cancer." I shook my head, "I found out last night."<br>"Is it...you know, serious?"  
>Was she serious? "Yes, it serious." I spat, "It's fucking <em>cancer.<em>"  
>She bit her lip, realising her fuck up, "I didn't mean it that way. I meant, is it...terminal?"<br>I shrugged, "I don't know. My dad said that the doctors are gonna do the best they can." I felt my throat closing up again and I knew what was going to quickly follow. Tears.  
>"I'm going for a smoke." I muttered before she had a chance to say anything else.<br>When I got outside, it felt like I could finally breathe again. I put a cigarette to my mouth and lit it, drawing smoke into my lungs.  
>I watched as a moody teenager stalked by, face in her phone as her parents tried to make conversation. It angered me somehow.<br>I didn't know these people, but the anger I felt was too much. Didn't she realise that her parents weren't going to be around forever?  
><em>No, because I didn't.<br>_I took the last draw of my cigarette and stubbed it out. I should have stayed home today.

When I got home, I was surprised to see my dad sitting on the couch in the living room.  
>"Hey dad." I smiled, sitting on the chair next to him.<br>He smiled in return, "What did you do today, chicko?"  
>I shrugged, I doubt he wanted to hear about my outburst at Jessica, "Nothing much. Just went shopping."<br>"Get anything nice?" He mused, talking to me like nothing had changed. Like he wasn't fucking dying.  
>I swallowed the lump in my throat and shook my head.<br>"Oh well," He chuckled, "You want some pizza?" He reached over and took a cigarette out of the packet I was sure I threw away.  
>"You're still smoking?" I shrieked, "You do realise you have cancer, right? You want it to spread to your lungs?!" My blood was boiling. How he could still do that after the news he got yesterday? Didn't he care at all? It sure as hell didn't seem like it.<br>"You're still smoking." He sighed, raising a brow.  
>I could help the snort that escaped me, "I'm not the one with cancer."<br>Those were my parting words before I went to my room, slamming my door in the process.  
><em>Way to go, Bella. Thought you were gonna spend what precious time you had left with him?<em>

I needed to get out of this house. I felt like I couldn't breathe again, like someone was pressing down hard on my chest.  
>Was it supposed to feel this way? Was this my body's way telling of myself I wasn't coping already?<br>I scrolled through the contacts in my phone, looking for someone to talk to. I stopped when I saw his name. I wished I could just press 'call' and listen to his voice. He would calm me down, he would reassure me.  
>But we made a deal, and neither one of us had broken that deal. I whimpered to myself and scrolled by his name.<br>_Stupid summer vacation. _

I hated hospitals, they smelled like death and despair. Utter hopelessness. My experiences with this place were never good, and I doubt that was about to change.  
>I sat across from Dr. Webber, staring at his overly pessimistic face as he explained to my dad and I what was happening in regard to his treatment.<br>"At some point you may need to undergo some surgery to remove some of the mets on your liver. Then we can progress to a more aggressive form of treatment. There is no telling how long this will take, or if there will be any positive results from it. I have some of the best oncologists in Pheonix looking at your case, so we can cover all bases..."  
>I stood up, I had to leave. I couldn't listen to this anymore. My dad nodded knowingly, letting me know it was okay to leave. I squeezed his hand gently and left the room.<br>I couldn't fucking deal with this. He was all I had left.  
>I sat in the waiting room, staring at the floor. What would happen to me if he died? Where was I going to go? How was I going to survive? I couldn't lose another parent, I just couldn't.<br>I noticed my reflection in the waiting room window. God, I looked like shit. I had bags under my eyes, indicating how little I slept over the past two weeks.  
>Yes, it had been two weeks since he told me. Did it feel like two weeks? No, it didn't.<br>I spent most of the days going to hospital appointments and spending as much time as I could with my dad. He had stopped going to work. That was a relief. I didn't want him to tire himself out more than he had to be. At least with him at home, I could keep an eye on him, make sure he was taken care of.  
>I pulled my hair into a pony tail, I couldn't be fucked today. I was exhausted, but nothing compared to my dad. He look twice as worse as me.<br>Dr. Webber's office door opened and my dad stepped out, dragging his hand down his face.  
>"Is everything okay?" I stood, expecting to hear the worse.<br>He smiled at me and pulled me into a hug, "Everything is okay, kiddo. He was just telling me about the side effects of the treatment I'll be receiving."  
>I rested my head on his shoulder, "I don't want you to worry about anything." I whispered, "I'll be here."<br>He hugged me tighter, "I know."


	3. I'm Not Okay (I Promise)

**A/N: This story has no Beta so all spelling mistakes and errors are mine.  
>Gimme some feedback on the story so far. =)<strong>

* * *

><p>This wouldn't do. It was completely unacceptable to allow my dad to continue eating the way he did<br>I shook my head as I began clearing the fridge out. "Dad, are you serious? How long has _this_ been in here?" I picked up, what I could only describe as a ball of blue fluff, "What was this?" I scrunched up my nose and threw it into the bag infront of me.  
>"I don't know." He chuckled, watching me.<br>Yes, watching me. Not helping me.  
>"Seriously, Dad, we need to go shopping or some shit 'cause you…no we can't keep eating like this." I muttered as I put yet another frozen pizza into the trash, "You need to eat healthier, especially with the treatment you'll be getting."<br>He sighed, "I know. We'll go shopping once you've finished that then, okay?"  
>I narrowed my eyes, "Mhmm."<br>I froze as I felt my hand touch something sticky and hairy. What on God's green earth was in this thing?  
>"Seriously, Dad?!" I croaked, pulling out raw chicken. The smell made my eyes water and my stomach heave.<br>He burst out laughing, "I forgot that was in there!"  
>"This isn't funny!" I whined.<br>"You eat out of that too, missy." He gave me a pointed stare.  
>"I actually don't. I live off the Poptarts in the cupboard. And now I fucking know why." I muttered, covering my mouth with my arm as I stood. There are some things I just couldn't unsee, and hairy chicken was one of those.<p>

After dragging my dad around the local supermarket, convincing him to buy healthier choices, we finally arrived home. "I'll get started on dinner then."  
>I began unpacking the groceries, placing them inside the freshly cleaned refrigerator. Courtesy of myself, thank you very much.<br>My dad plopped down on the couch, channel surfing as I unpacked.  
>"Hey Bells?" He called.<br>"Yeah?"  
>"Dr. Webber called today when you were at school."<br>"Oh? What did he want?" I turned to stare at the back of my dad's head.  
>"He wants me to go into the hospital tomorrow to have a talk with him." He muttered sourly.<br>"Do you want me to go with you? I can if you want. I can take the day off school." I didn't want him going by himself. Especially if Dr. Webber didn't specify why he wanted to see him.  
>He shrugged, "Sure. If you want."<br>I didn't like this one bit. Was there something changing with his treatment? Would surgery do more harm than good? What the hell was going on?

I chewed on my thumbnail, pacing back and forth in my room.  
>What if he had less time than we originally thought? I wasn't ready to prepare a funeral. I probably never will be.<br>I was starting to drive myself crazy with all these erratic thoughts.  
><em>Give yourself a slap, Swan.<br>_A knock on my door pulled me from my reverie.  
>"Yeah?"<br>My dad peeked his head round the door and smiled, "I'm off to bed. Remember we're meeting Dr. Webber at ten tomorrow."  
>I nodded, "Yeah. No problem."<br>"Goodnight, Bells."  
>He was just about to shut the door, "Hey dad?"<br>"Yep?"  
>"I love you." I smiled.<br>He smiled sadly, "I love you too, kiddo."

Dr. Webber smiled at us, gesturing for us to take a seat at his desk. My stomach was doing backflips. Please let everything be okay. He opened my dad's file and cleared his throat, "Now, there's nothing to be worried about. I called you here today to discuss a transfer."  
>My dad frowned, shifting in his seat, "What do you mean?"<br>Dr. Webber smiled, his eyes wrinkling at the corner, "I told you last time we spoke that I had colleagues in Phoenix looking at your file…" He began.  
>My throat closed up, "What did they say?" I whispered. My dad took my hand and smiled, telling me to calm down.<br>Dr. Webber sighed, "One of the best oncologists there has requested to take over your case. There are more…better treatments there than we have here at this moment. It would be beneficial for you to move to Phoenix and continue your treatment there."  
>I shook my head, "No. Absolutely not. You haven't done anything yet! All you've done is give him pills. You have to try something here before you expect us to pack and move across states!" Was he fucking serious?<br>My dad frowned, "What can they offer that you can't?"  
>"They have a higher budget. With this hospital being such a small, mainly outpatient unit in this town, we simply do not have the budget to pay for your treatment."<br>This didn't make sense, "You're not the ones paying for the treatment, though. My dad is."  
>"Bella, it's okay. I understand." My dad released my hand and crossed his arms, "When will this happen?"<br>"It entirely depends on you, Mr. Swan. If you chose to stay with us, we will strive you give you the best possible treatment we can offer. But I do think Phoenix have a more experienced and diverse way of treatment. Dr. Cullen, my colleague has assured me that he will give you the best care he can give if you chose to allow him to take over your case."  
>Wait a fucking minute. Did he just say Cullen? <em>Cullen<em>?! _It's probably not the same family, you crazy bitch.  
><em>My dad nodded, swallowing thickly, "I'll have to make some arrangements. But if what you're saying is true, then I'll sign my medical records over to this Dr. Cullen and prepare for the move."  
>"Wait, dad! You aren't serious! This is our home, we can't just-"<br>"I'm making this decision, Isabella." He growled.  
>My mouth shut. Guess it was already decided then.<br>Dr. Webber smiled, "I will inform him of your choice. I'll give him your contact information." He stood, gesturing to us that the conversation was over.  
>Asshole. He was causing so much more stress and upheaval than necessary.<p>

_17:45_. My dad and I had barely broke breath to each other since we came back from the hospital. I didn't know what to say and he was probably angry that I was unaccepting of his decision.  
>Didn't he understand how upsetting this would be for me? I would have to start over. New school, new friends.<br>_Really, Swan? You're thinking about yourself. Your father has cancer!  
><em>I narrowed my eyes at my reflection, "I fucking know." I muttered to myself.  
>I thought a shower would help me relaxed but instead, it just gave me more to think about. More to obsess over.<br>Dr. Cullen. It couldn't be, could it? I shook my head at the thought. Like it really mattered anyway, right?  
>I marched to my bedroom and threw on the first set of clothes I saw. If I was moving, I had better start saying goodbye to my friends.<br>"Where are you going?" My father asked as he read the paper.  
>"Out." I replied simply, grabbing my keys from the hook by the door, "Dunno what time I'll be home at so don't wait up." I shut the door behind me and started the short walk to Jessica's house.<p>

I sat on the kitchen unit with a bottle of Bourbon between my legs and a cigarette on my lips. "We haven't seen this Bella Swan in a while." Mike chuckled as he passed a joint to Jessica.  
>"Yeah well, you better savour this." I replied sourly.<br>Mike raised a brow but never commented back. He leaned against the kitchen door and ran his through his spiky blond hair, "You have a lot of homework to catch up on. Mr. Greene is going crazy with how much school you've missed over the past few weeks." He muttered.  
>Rolling my eyes, I jumped off the unit, "Can we talk about something else?" I hissed, throwing my cigarette out the window.<br>"Eh, sure."  
>"When are you going to Seattle?" Jessica asked, taking a draw from the joint. She almost choked in the process. Amateur.<br>Mike shuffled uncomfortably, "Friday. But I'll be back on Sunday night."  
>"Are you serious? I won't get to see you." She whined, pouting like a child.<br>"Oh my _God_, you guys have _such problems_!" I grabbed the bottle of Bourbon and stormed outside.  
>How long until this was over? How long until I didn't need to hear about this?<br>_Not long. Not long at all._

I had finished the Bourbon, enjoying the feeling it gave me. Weightlessness. Numbness. I watched as Mike rolled his next joint. How many had that been? I had lost count after the fourth.  
>"Jess told me about your dad." He mumbled, licking the paper.<br>I shrugged, "I should have guessed. Nothing's a secret with her."  
>"For what it's worth, I'm sorry." He passed me the joint. I put it to my lips and inhaled deeply. <em>Fuck me.<br>_"How much did you put in that?" I narrowed my eyes, or rather, I thought I did.  
>"Enough." He chuckled in response.<p>

I stumbled my way in through the front door, almost landing flat on my face. I giggled at myself. It seemed I was lethal to myself when inebriated.  
>As I attempted to crawl up the stairs, I was blinded by light.<br>"What the hell, Bells?"  
>I let my eyes wander slowly to the top of the stairs. My dad stood, arms crossed, eyes angry. But to me, it looked fucking hilarious.<br>"Where have you been?" He hissed, "I was worried sick! Do you even know what time it is?!"  
>I slumped onto the second stair, leaning my head against the bannister, "Nope." I grinned.<br>He sighed, "It's three in the fucking morning!"  
><em>Fucking.<em> I burst into hysterical laughter. My dad never swore. It was something he didn't appreciate. He must be furious.  
>"Seriously…lang…language dad." I slurred through my laughter.<br>"Get to bed, now! We'll discuss this in the morning." He growled, marching back to his room.  
>My laughter died down as I remained sitting on the stairs. Why did he have to go and ruin my night? I told him not to wait up, didn't I? Wasn't I quiet when I came home?<br>I groaned and turned onto my stomach, falling onto the floor. How drunk was I? I could barely lift my arms. My dad was really pissed at me.  
><em>Wonder why, you idiot<em>. I scowled at myself. Wasn't I allowed to blow off steam?  
>I flipped back round and pulled my phone out. I scrunched my eyes as I tried to see the time.<br>_03.30_.  
>I scrolled through my contacts, smiling wistfully to myself as I pressed 'call' and put the phone to my ear.<p>

"Isabella Marie Swan!" My dad's voice echoed through the house jolting me awake. I groaned and pulled my pillow over my head. Somehow I managed to get to my room. Fuck knows how.  
>"Get up!" He shouted.<br>Didn't he realise my head was pounding? I forced myself to sit up, throwing the covers off me. Aspirin. I need Aspirin.  
>"Oh good, I thought we could talk about last night. Or should I say, this morning?" My dad narrowed his eyes at me, sitting his coffee cup down on the kitchen table.<br>I swallowed thickly, "I just went out to Jess'" I mumbled as I grabbed a glass from the cupboard.  
>"You were intoxicated, Isabella." He gave me a pointed look and shook his head, "I know things have been hard on you, but there are healthier ways to deal with it."<br>I chewed my bottom lip, "I don't want to move to Phoenix, Dad. I don't understand why we can't continue your treatment here."  
>My dad sighed and stood up, placing his cup in the sink, "We're moving, Bells." His tone was softer and he placed his hand on my shoulder, "We're moving."<p>

_Clothes. __Shoes. __Books.  
><em>Boxes were piled up next to my bedroom door. Boxes that contained my life. I didn't need to collect anything from school since I didn't keep anything but my bag in my locker, so that was one thing ticked off the list.  
>I couldn't remember much from last night. I knew we had left Jessica's to go some place else. Where? Fucked if I knew. I could barely remember getting home. My dad was furious, and rightfully so. I had fucked up.<br>I grabbed my phone, ready to call Jessica to talk about the events of last night when I froze. My body turning ice cold.  
><em>You fucking idiot, Swan.<br>_There, in my call history was the name _'Edward Cullen'_.  
>Fucking idiot, indeed.<p> 


	4. Anywhere But Here

**A/N: This story has no Beta. All spelling errors and mistakes are my own.**

* * *

><p>I knew saying goodbye to my friends was going to be hard. It made me not want to go. "<p>

"I'm going to miss you so much!" Jessica sobbed into my shoulder.  
>"You can still text me." I laughed, hugging her.<br>She sniffed, "Yeah but it won't be the same. Who am I going to bitch to?"  
>I released her from my grasp and smiled sympathetically, "It's not forever, Jess. I'll be back before you know it."<br>Jessica wiped her eyes and smiled in return, "Call me as soon as you land, okay? And let me know how your dad gets on. And also, if you meet any hot guys…" She smirked, pulling me into another hug.  
>"I promise." I whispered.<br>I was going to miss her. No doubt about that. She had been my best friend ever since I arrived in Forks. How was I going to cope without her?  
>Mike stepped forward and smiled, "Safe trip, Bella." He pulled me to his chest and kissed the top of my head, "I'll look after Jess while you're gone."<br>"You better, you dick." I mumbled against his chest.  
>He chuckled, "I'm going to miss you."<br>"You better have a joint ready for me when I get home." I joked, pulling away.  
>Mike nodded, holding his hand over his chest, "I will. I give you my word."<br>I rolled my eyes, "You're such a dork."  
>I grabbed my bag from the floor and sighed, "I'll call when I get settled." I chewed on my bottom lip and met eyes with Jessica again, "Keep me updated on all the gossip."<br>Jessica nodded, her eyes filling up again, "I will." She croaked.  
>I closed the front door behind me and lifted my face to the cold rain. I would see them again. I was sure of it.<p>

4am.  
>Time to leave.<br>"You got everything, Bells?" My dad threw a bag over his shoulder and smiled.  
>"Yep."<br>"Passport?"  
>"Yep."<br>"Okay. Let's go then."  
>I followed my dad out the door, glancing behind me once last time to the bare house I once lived in. I swallowed the lump in my throat and shut the door behind me. Shutting the door on my memories and old life.<br>"Check in is at six." My dad mumbled as he threw our suitcases and carry ons in the trunk of the cab.  
>I shut the car door and sighed, staring out at the dull sky.<br>_Until we meet again, Forks._

Safe to say, the flight was horrendous. Stuck sitting in front of an annoying kid with ginger as fuck hair.  
>He kept peeking his head up and pulling my hair with his sticky fingers.<br>_As soon as you land, dry shampoo your hair.  
><em>The kid's mother, of course saw nothing wrong with her reprobate's behaviour. She sat with her nose in a book the entire flight.  
>My dad mostly slept.<br>I wish I could've slept, that way I wouldn't have been resisting the urge to punch the kid's face in. Children, who would have them? Anyone could tell, I wasn't a maternal woman.

Thankfully the flight only took three hours. Otherwise, I would have been forced to give that mother a very important lecture on parenting.  
>I stood at the conveyer belt, waiting on my luggage. I was beginning to get annoyed at the people who forgot their manners on the plane. At least five people had accidentally bumped into me.<br>"Wanna get breakfast before heading off?" My dad asked, collecting his suitcase.  
>"Yeah, whatever." I mumbled.<p>

We settled on one of the cafes in the airport.  
>My father ordered pancakes, whereas I settled on toast. I could feel the overwhelming heat of Arizona even in the airport. My stomach couldn't handle anything else. No one heard of air conditioning? I stared out of the window, not touching my food. The sun sat high in the clear blue sky. It was a refreshing yet frustrating change from the weather back in Forks. Frustrating because I would burn.<em> Fuck my pale skin.<br>_"It's about an hours drive to the new house." My dad said through his chewing, "I've rented a car, it should already be here."  
>I tore my toast apart and slumped in my seat, "Okay."<br>I had nothing else to say.

_'Welcome to Phoenix, AZ.'_ the sign read.  
>I scrunched my nose up. I was already uncomfortably hot. The sun beat down on me and father as we drove down the highway from the airport.<br>"No turning back now." My dad grinned.  
>I rolled my eyes from behind my sunglasses, "You said that when we got on the plane." I couldn't help the distain in my voice. I didn't want to be here. That much was obvious. I stared out of the window, sighing to myself. This place was derelict. Just pure desert for miles.<br>"Maybe we can visit the Grand Canyon?" My dad seemed excited about this move. He was getting his hopes up about this new doctor. Fuck knows why. All doctors do the same thing.  
>"It's three hours away, Dad." I muttered sourly. I had no interest in ever going there. A bunch of red rocks and a river was not my idea of a good time.<br>"Cheer up, Bells." He exited the highway soon after.  
>Finally, civilisation.<br>"Wait until you see our new house, Bells. I'm sure you'll love it." He spoke so animatedly about everything in this place. You should have heard him on the plane when he wasn't sleeping. He was practically vibrating with excitement.  
>"I'm sure." I whispered. I'm sure I would absolutely loathe it.<p>

I had forgotten how hot Arizona was. I was pretty sure I had sunburn already. _Better get used to it._  
>"Look Bells, that's the house." My dad pointed towards a pale grey, two story house. There was a patio just off the front door where a small bench and a table sat empty. I frowned to myself, this wasn't what I was expecting. My dad unlocked the front door and stepped inside.<br>The entryway was huge. It led straight into the sitting area, which again, was huge.  
>"Three bedrooms and two bathrooms." My dad commented, looking around.<br>"Wh..what?" I spluttered. Was he kidding?  
>He grinned in response, "Go upstairs and pick out your room."<br>I rolled my eyes. I wasn't five. I started up the stairs, groaning inwardly as the stairs creaked underneath my feet.  
>The bedrooms were to the back of the house. I settled on the smallest of the three. I didn't need a big bedroom. As long as it was big enough for my bed and wardrobe, I didn't care. I could live with the colour of the walls for now. It wasn't that bad. Red. I could deal with red.<br>"Bells, the van is here!" My dad shouted from downstairs. The van with all our furniture. Furniture that we ordered two days before our move. Because the furniture we had back in Forks wasn't good enough.

Three hours later and my bedroom was starting to look like a bedroom. I had opened the window in the hopes of letting some air in, but my hopes were short lived. I flopped down onto my new bed and sighed. Edward hadn't returned my phone call or text me so I guess I had escaped humiliation for the time being. I couldn't even remember if I spoke to him or not. Did I leave a voicemail? Did I sob like a little bitch down the phone? What the fuck did I do?  
>I was to attend my new school in two days time. My father had arranged it all for me before we booked our plane tickets. I was dreading it.<br>Nobody enjoys being the new girl. I only had a year or so left of high school anyway, so I would just have to suck it up and get on with it. A year flies in when you're not paying attention.  
>I snorted at myself, <em>yeah right<em>.  
>The high school was only fifteen minutes away, close enough that I could walk. So that wasn't so bad. I sat up, deciding it was worth my while to unpack some more things downstairs.<br>My dad had popped out to the nearest supermarket to buy some groceries since we didn't have any. I stood in the kitchen looking around.  
>The units were white marble, extremely clean looking. The floor had white tiles, turning into wooden flooring as it reached the sitting area.<br>A lump formed in my throat. This house was far too big. Too big for just me, if anything was to happen to my dad. I couldn't live here by myself.  
><em>Get a room mate.<br>_I scoffed at myself. I would need two room mates to keep this house going. I tore open the box containing pots and pans and began the monotonous task of putting them away in cupboards.  
>I sat the kettle and toaster down on the units, plugging them in. I smiled at my work. The kitchen was coming together quite nicely.<br>Thankfully, there wasn't much decorating to be done. And the parts that needed a lick of paint could wait until we were settled. French doors led out to the backyard. It was nice. The sun was beginning to set. Red sky at night. I smiled to myself and wandered into the sitting area. Surprisingly, there was no empty space. I sat down on the couch and began chewing on my lip.  
>The front door opened and my dad huffed, kicking the door closed with his foot.<br>I turned in my seat and watched him walk through to the kitchen.  
>"It's hot out there." He chuckled, setting the bags down on the kitchen island.<br>I nodded, "Yup." I eyed the bags suspiciously, "Did you buy healthy food?" I questioned.  
>He rolled his eyes, "Yes, Bella." He began unpacking, pulling out fruit and vegetables. I smiled. Good. He was learning.<p>

After we unpacked the groceries, I started on dinner while my dad unpacked books and ornaments.  
>"We're meeting this Dr. Cullen tomorrow." My dad called from the sitting room.<br>I sighed, "Yeah, I know."  
>My stomach churned. Please don't be who I think it is. <em>Phoenix is a big place<em>.

My leg shook uncontrollably as my dad and I sat in the waiting room.  
>"Calm down, kiddo." My dad glanced at me from the corner of his eye.<br>"Sorry." I couldn't help it. It was natural to be nervous. New state, new school, new fucking doctor.  
>"This is ridiculous. We've been sitting here for almost half an hour!" I growled, leaning back in my seat.<br>My dad sighed, "It's a busy hospital."  
>I narrowed my eyes at the cream coloured wall, this was taking far too long.<br>A nurse wearing green smocks walked by, smiling at us in passing. I chewed on my bottom lip. My anxiety was starting to get the better of me.  
>"Mr. Swan?"<br>I snapped my eyes up to see a middle aged man with hair close to white smiling widely at us. He put me at ease immediately.  
>My dad stood, "Yes." He shook the man's hand.<br>"I'm Dr. Cullen." He smiled again, "Please, come into my office." He gestured toward a door just passed the waiting room and followed us in.  
>"Take a seat." He said as he sat across from us, opening my dad's file.<br>My eyes wandered around the room, searching for something to put my anxiety to rest.  
>"Now, I trust you have many questions. They will be addressed. Firstly, I would like to thank you for choosing to continue your treatment here in Arizona."<br>My eyes glued to his face, studying his features. His jaw was strong and square. His eyes the most brilliant shade of green. His left hand held a fountain pen, he played with it between his fingers as he studied the paperwork in front him. My eyes wandered to the desk, scanning for any sign of confirmation.  
><em>So what if it is who you think it is? Does it really fucking matter? <em>Yes. Yes it did.  
>My breathing hitched as I spotted what I was looking for. A picture. Two boys holding baseball bats, grinning widely, cheeks flushed. One of them looked extremely familiar. <em>This isn't happening, it's just your imagination. You're tired and stressed out.<br>_Dr. Cullen noticed my staring and cleared his throat, "My sons." He commented, nodding toward the picture, "Emmett and Edward."  
>My heart rate quickened. <em>Well, guess your luck just ran out, Swan.<br>_I tried to smile but it must of looked like a grimace as Dr. Cullen gave me a weird look and turned his attention back to my father.  
>"There are risks, like every other surgery. We will have to keep you here overnight before hand and possibly a few days afterward." He explained, "Now, I see here that it has spread to your pancreas. Have you experienced any sickness or pain?"<br>My dad shrugged, "A little pain, nothing too drastic." I glared at him. Guess I was last to know.  
>Dr. Cullen nodded, "That's to be expected. Ideally, I would like to schedule you for surgery as soon as possible but with your recent scans, I would suggest some Chemotherapy beforehand."<br>My father nodded, "Whatever you say, doc."  
>So Dr. Cullen was Edward's father? Fucking peachy. Just what I needed.<br>_What about our deal?_ My hands grasped the arm rests, my nails digging into the soft leather.  
>What if I saw him again? I scoffed inwardly, doubtful.<br>But...what if?

I stared at the Poptart on my plate, I wasn't remotely hungry.  
>"You all set for school tomorrow?" My dad asked, washing the dishes.<br>I tore my eyes from my plate and sighed, "I guess so."  
>"I called ahead and let the principal know you'll be attending tomorrow." He smiled and emptied the water from the sink.<br>"Okay. Thanks."  
>I watched as my dad opened one of the cupboards, taking out painkillers.<br>"Are you in pain?" My eyebrows knitted together.  
>"Only a little." He smiled and kissed the top of my head, "I'm going to get an early night, kid. I'll see you tomorrow before school." I watched him climb the stairs until he was out of sight.<br>I was dreading tomorrow.  
><em>You're going to go, and you're going to put on a brave face and get the fuck over it.<br>_I scowled at myself. Hopefully, everyone will leave me alone. I wasn't planning on making friends. I just wanted to attend, maintain my grades. That's it.  
><em>No friends. What a great plan, Swan.<br>_I dropped my poptart in the bin and sighed. No friends means not getting attached, which means no tears when I was ready to move back to Washington.

It seemed like a solid plan to me.


	5. Big Girls Cry

**A/N: This story has no Beta. All spelling errors and mistakes are my own.**

**I realise Bella is coming across a tad self involved. She'll get better...or worse.**

* * *

><p>Drawing in a deep breath, I stood at the entrance of West Phoenix High School.<br>Today was my first day here and I hoped to God everything went smoothly.  
>I snorted to myself, <em>yeah cause you're so high on luck.<em>  
>I glanced at my schedule, barely containing the anxiety bubbling inside me. Luckily, I didn't have to change my classes. At least that remained the same. Now I just had to deal with constant sunburn everyday and weird looks.<br>I shook my head, this was my home now. And I just had to get used to it.  
>My dad wished me luck before I left. He had to go to the hospital again today. He was receiving his first round of chemo. I was worried incase my dad suffered from some serious side effects.<br>_Don't worry about that right now._  
>I had half an hour to kill, may as well find my locker.<br>I stepped inside and scanned the halls that were already alive with the buzzing of students. As if on cue, all eyes were on me. Great. Just great.  
>Grasping my books tighter, I began scanning for my locker. No matter how much I tried to block out their whispers, I could still hear some of them with their "Who is she?" "Where did she come from?"<br>Just what I needed today. To be stared at like a fucking lab rat.

When I finally found my locker, I was greeted by a small pixie like girl with short black hair. Her smile was wide, her eyes overly excited.  
>"Hi!" She beamed at me. I tried not to roll my eyes. I didn't need to make friends here. It's not important. It's not part of the plan.<br>_None of this was, you idiot._  
>"Hi." I managed to smile back, but it was forced.<br>"I'm Alice. You're new here, right? I haven't seen you here before which makes me think that you are new. I make it my mission to help out the new kids. High school can be pretty tough, especially when you're new and don't know where everything this." She literally spoke a hundred miles an hour.  
>"Take a breath, will you?" I mumbled, putting my bag in my locker.<br>"Sorry!" She squeaked, "What's your name?"  
>"Bella."<br>This was it, wasn't it? I was gonna be subjected to having her as a friend. _Not cool, karma, not cool.  
><em>"Well, Bella. What do you have first period?"  
>"Um..." I glanced down at my schedule secretly hoping that my class was somewhere far away from her. "Calculus."<br>Alice beamed at me again, "You can sit with me then!"  
><em>Oh sweet Satan.<em>

Mr. Mason, my Calculus teacher sighed when I walked in the door. I could tell right away that he hated new students. All that extra teaching he would have to do would probably kill him. He seemed like one of those teachers.  
>Before I had time to even register what was happening, Alice grabbed my hand and dragged me to the back of the class. She pulled out the chair next to her and gestured for me to sit. I sat down and looked around the classroom. The walls were covered in different mathematic equations and posters. I scrunched my nose up. I already hated this place.<br>"So..." Alice whispered next to me, "You can sit with us at lunch if you want to. I'll get you at your locker?"  
>"Who's 'us'?"<br>Alice shrugged, "Me, Jasper and a few others. It all depends if Jane's at cheerleading practice or not."  
>Who the fuck is Jane? I nodded, "Okay, whatever."<br>"Jasper's my boyfriend by the way." She gave me a pointed look, warning me to stay away from him.  
>"Okay." I smirked, opening my notebook.<br>Calculus was one of the classes I was good at, so I wasn't worried about trying to get up to speed. That meant Mr. Mason could relax a bit.  
>"Miss Brandon, perhaps you could enlighten the class on Rolle's Theorem?" Mr. Mason snapped.<br>Alice rolled her eyes, "Yes, of course."  
>I leaned back in my seat and groaned inwardly. This was going to be a long motherfucking day.<p>

English was next. One of my favourite subjects.  
>Again, I took a seat at the back. Mr. Berty didn't seem to mind or even care that I was in his class. He smiled when I arrived and told me to sit where ever I wanted. Thankfully, I didn't have Alice in this class. I could relax a little before lunch.<br>"Hi." I looked up to see a dark haired boy smiling broadly at me. His bright blue eyes were friendly.  
>"Hi." I responded, smiling in return. He took the seat next to me and turned to face me.<br>"I'm Eric." He extended his hand for me to take.  
>"Bella." We shook hands and turned toward the front of the class.<br>"How's your first day so far?" He asked.  
>"It's been okay." I replied, honestly, "It could be worse."<br>"It could _get_ worse." He chuckled.  
>I suppose he was right.<br>That was the last I spoke to Eric since Mr. Berty began his teaching.  
>Today, we were learning Shakespeare. How original.<br>I had a soft spot for Shakespeare though. His words were something that very few could achieve in writing. Granted, most of his work were tragedies, but there was something so beautifully poetic in his tales.  
>My mother gave me my first Shakespearian play when I was twelve. Romeo and Juliet.<br>I never let it leave my sight. Every night before bed, she would read an extract.  
><em>"My bounty is as boundless as the sea, My love as deep; the more I give to thee,<em>  
><em>The more I have, for both are infinite...words to live by Bella." She kissed my forehead and smiled, "Sleep tight."<em>  
>I smiled at the memory.<br>_Never a truer word spoken, mom_.

I hated Art. Hated it with all my being. I had to my admit though, I could create a nice canvas if I put my mind to it.  
>The class was set up in a semi circle with a table in the middle in front of us. I scrunched my nose up at the smell of paint and dusty paintbrushes.<br>My art teacher was Mr. Dawson. A small, fat man with square glasses.  
>"Paint the sunflowers." He sat a vase of vibrant yellow sunflowers in the middle of the class and sighed, "Make it look good, guys."<br>I scoffed at myself. Sunflowers? Really?  
>"You don't like sunflowers, or something?" I turned my attention to a blond girl, narrowing her eyes at me.<br>I shrugged, "I don't mind them?"  
>The blond girl smiled, "I think they're lovely."<br>I didn't like her one bit. Her blond hair hung in waves down her back, and she had clearly mastered the art of not breathing since her shirt was so tight.  
>She must have noticed me staring at her because her eyes widened in panic, "Oh my God, do I have paint on me or something?!" She scanned her clothes frantically, "This is all I need."<br>"No. You're fine." I muttered. Trust me to sit next to her.  
>"You're new here, right?" She asked, dipping her brush in some water.<br>I sighed, "Yeah." How long until people stopped asking me the obvious?  
>"Yeah, I figured. You look so<em> pale<em>." She smirked.  
>I threw a sarcastic smile her way, "No, <em>really<em>? I hadn't noticed."  
>"Rosalie!" Mr. Dawson growled, "Eyes on your own canvas please."<br>The blond girl, who I now knew was Rosalie smiled sweetly at him, "Sorry, sir. Just getting to know the new girl."  
>Rolling my eyes, I dipped my brush in some paint and began the assignment.<br>Couldn't he have placed something less cheery in front of me? Like a fucking teapot or something? I groaned inwardly, this had to be the longest day of my entire fucking life.

True to her word, Alice met me by my locker.  
>"Hey! How's your day going so far?" She leaned against the lockers, grinning widely.<br>"It's been okay." I answered honestly, "Kinda dragging in."  
>Alice smiled sympathetically, "Yeah. Well, do you wanna eat inside or outside? It's nice outside. But we can sit inside if you want, I don't mind. I'm sure the others will find us anyway." There she goes again, talking a hundred miles a second.<br>"Whatever you wanna do is fine." I mumbled, shutting my locker.  
>I followed her through the crowded cafeteria. It's was bigger than the one in Forks High. So much bigger. I wasn't really that hungry, so I settled on an apple and a bottle of water.<br>Alice led me to a table right next to a door, which led outside.  
>"So what did you do over the summer?" Alice asked, placing a napkin onto her lap.<br>I blinked a few times. She was forward. "I uh…I went on vacation." I shrugged, like it was nothing. She didn't need to know the details.  
>"I love going away in summer. My family and I only go away for like, two weeks. I've always wanted to spend the full summer somewhere. Did you?" She grinned. She seemed like she was genuinely interested in getting to know me.<br>"Yeah, my dad and I, we-"  
>"Oh my God!" She squeaked, "The whole summer? Where did you go? Did you have a fling? Those are the best kind of summers."<br>Jesus Christ, what was her obsession with summer? I felt my face burn with embarrassment and I knew she noticed. She smiled knowingly and winked, "That good, huh?"  
>I shook my head in astonishment. This girl got over excited about everything. And what was it to her if I did meet someone on vacation? I've only known her for five minutes! I wasn't about to spill my secrets about Edward to someone I've just met.<br>Alice bounced in her seat, "Here comes Jasper," She sang, "And Edward!"  
>My body went ice cold at the sound of his name. Edward?<br>No. It couldn't be.  
><em>Maybe you heard her wrong<em>.  
>Please, God, don't let it be him. It couldn't be him. I hadn't seen him all day. This couldn't be happening to me. Of all the high schools in Phoenix, he had to be here.<br>_Oh shut up, Swan. It's probably not who you think_.  
>I glued my eyes to the table. Terrified of confirming my suspicions. I covered most of my face with my hair. My stomach was practically doing summersaults.<br>"Who are you?" His voice was low, irritated.  
>I took a deep breath. <em>Yep, your luck has just officially ran out.<br>_"Oh this is Bella. She's just moved here from Washington." I wanted to punch Alice straight in the jaw.  
>I glanced up to see his face. My breathing hitched. Fuck no.<br>"Hi, Bella. I'm Jasper." I tore my eyes away from Edward's face and forced a smile at the boy before me. His blond hair was swooped over to the right and the kindest of smiles graced his lips.  
>"Hi." I breathed, before turning my attention back to Edward. His green eyes were filled with confusion, frustration and anger as he stared back at me. He looked just how I remembered if not more handsome. I could feel the tension from him, even from across the table. His nostrils flared. He recognised me. He knew who I was. And he wasn't happy. He ran his hand through his unruly bronze coloured hair, "Washington, eh? You're a long way from home." He narrowed his eyes as he sat down, facing me.<br>"So, Edward before you rudely interrupted us, we were discussing summer flings." Alice shook her head at him disapprovingly, suddenly offended that he ruined the conversation.  
>"Summer flings? They're pointless." His voice was low, he sounded annoyed. He clenched his fists on the table. I could tell he was trying to keep calm.<br>_Breathe, Swan._  
>"They're romantic." Alice quipped as she smiled up at, who I assumed was Jasper.<br>"Only because they guy is trying to be nice to you so he can get laid." Edward spat.  
>His words cut through me like a knife. Is that all I was to him?<br>Jasper snorted, "Come on, man. Like you would even know a thing about flings."  
>"I'm going for a smoke." I mumbled, standing up.<br>Alice shot me a curious look before nodding, "That's okay." She replied  
>"I wasn't asking permission." I grabbed my bag and stormed out of the cafeteria.<br>Eric was right. It could get worse. It just fucking did.

I leaned against a tree, smoking what must have been my third cigarette in ten minutes.  
><em>Calm down, Bella.<br>_I couldn't. My hands wouldn't stop shaking.  
>"What are you doing here?"<br>I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath. I could be mean back. I could stand my own ground. I turned to face Edward, squaring my shoulders, "What's it to you?" I hissed.  
>He scoffed, "What's it to <em>me<em>?" He asked incredulously, "You're here. In Phoenix. In _my_ fucking high school, Bella. So what the fuck?" Anger flashed in his eyes and I could see he was trying to keep calm.  
>I didn't expect him to be so furious over this. Well, I didn't expect to even see him again. I hoped with all my soul I didn't have to run into him.<br>"Are you here because you turned into some crazy stalker or some shit? Jesus Christ, Bella, first you call me and now you show up here? We made a fucking deal." He shook his head as he lit his own cigarette. He took a deep draw, closing his eyes.  
>It looked hot.<br>_So not the time, Swan._  
>"No. I didn't even know you went to this school." I mumbled, staring at the ground.<br>_Just tell him. Tell him the truth_.  
>"You better not tell anyone, I swear to God. I have a life here. A <em>girlfriend.<em> You don't fit into my world here." He spat. His emerald green eyes burned deep into my soul. They were different. Guarded and unkind.  
>I swallowed thickly at his words. Was he trying to hurt me? Was this the same boy I spent the summer with? I wanted to put my smoke out on his fucking eye.<br>I shook my head, "I wouldn't dream of ruining your perfect fucking life." I stubbed my cigarette out, "Don't you fucking worry." I hissed as I passed him to go back inside.  
>"You're nothing to me." He growled when I passed him. His words held so much venom and hatred. What happened to the sweet, kind boy I spent four weeks with?<p>

I couldn't stop the tears that escaped my eyes. I pushed open the doors to the girl's toilets and stormed into a cubicle.  
>Between my father's illness, moving, and now this? I was closer to a full on breakdown that I had anticipated.<br>"Fuck!" I kicked the toilet cubicle and leaned my forehead against the wall. My shoulders shook uncontrollably as I cried.  
>Finally crying.<p>

I stormed into my next class. Biology.  
>My sorrow replaced with rage. How dare he speak to me like that. Like I was nothing to him. Like we never shared anything.<br>_Asshole!_  
>I noticed Alice at the back of the class, gesturing for me to join her.<br>I stormed toward her, settling in my seat.  
>Mr. Banner, my teacher, smirked at me, "Would you like to introduce yourself to the class please, Miss Swan."<br>I almost choked. Public speaking was not my strong suit. "Are you serious?" I gaped. None of the other teachers made me do this.  
>Just then the door opened and the asshole himself came walking in, a smirk plastered on his face.<br>"Mr. Cullen, you're just in time. Miss Swan is about to introduce herself."  
>Edward scoffed and threw himself down on his seat, leaning back.<br>I gingerly stood and made my way to the front of the class, swallowing bike that threatened to escape.  
>"Uh…" I stared at the floor, not knowing what to say. My confidence from earlier had abandoned me.<br>"Start with saying your name and then how you've come to attend West Phoenix High." Mr. Banner gave me a reassuring smile, thinking he must've helped me in some way. Instead, he sounded condescending.  
>I smiled sarcastically, "Yeah thanks."<br>I turned to face the class again, "Uh, my name is Bella. I'm seventeen." I took a deep breath, finding myself locking eyes with Edward.  
><em>Screw him, Swan<em>.  
>I sighed to myself, finding my confidence again, "I'm here because my dad has been diagnosed with Cancer and we had to move here to get better treatment."<br>Edward's smirk faltered.  
><em>Yes, feel bad, you dick.<em>  
>"I wouldn't worry," I said calmly, looking right at him, "I'm not planning on staying longer than I have to."<p> 


End file.
